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SONG 

Here in this quiet bower, 

Here in this sweet retreat, 
Where the shower of the flower 

Is fragrant at my feet. 
Here all the day, I sing away 

The wild hope-haunted hour. 
Beneath the old tall tower. 

Here in this happy bower. 

Here in this castle airy, 

I weave my jocund dreams. 
Young Cupid is the fairy 

Of all the singing streams; 
Miss Venus grieves amid the leaves, 

Adonis will not tarry,* 
My Pan doth plan that maid and man. 

And everybody marry. 




SONG 

Th« red rose 'burns my passion, 

The white rose weeps my woe, 

All the flowers in a fashion 

Sympathize and seem to know; 
The myrtle dons her kirtle, 

The buttercup her gown, 

And bleeding-heart essays a part. 

To set the symptoms down. 

The gentian I must mention. 

And silken poppy too. 
The crocus, (hokus pokus) 

Says it's silly so to woo; 
If they think that they know better, 

I'll keep my counsel still, 
Let each blossom be a letter, 

And tell her what they will. 



8 



SONG 

A Butterfly came gaily 

Into the garden close, 
A dozen meet there daily 

To gossip with the Rose; 
The Hummingbird was lightly stirred 
By every honey word he heard, 
And when the Dragon-fly flew by, 
The Beetle's baby 'gan to cry. 

Oh, my children, O, my children. 

Look out and see the show, 
Just listen to them glisten 

As they blithely come and go ; 
I'll plant a little garden 

Without a sprig of fear. 
And all the day will be so gay 

You'l'd play there all the year. 
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SONG 

The Blue-jay is a fellow 

Who is busy all the day, 
The Sparrow is quite narrow 

In his views, the others say ; 
The Cardinal is crimson 

With rapture and delight, 
The Thrush maintains a hermit hush, 

Th€ Owl is up at night. 

The Pecker-wood is understood 

By every stalking hawk. 
The Robin's heart is throbbing, 

You may know it by his walk ; 
It really is exciting, 

With joy my soul is stirred, 
I can't do any writing 

For thinking of a bird. 
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SONG 

The periwinkle softly said, 

"I love the snug old earth," 
The lilac laughed in lavender 

And added fragrant mirth ; 
My Lady donned a purple gown. 

And came along just then, 
The clover, nettle, violeit. 

Empurpled all the glen. 

The people all wore purple. 

The sky was purple too. 
Beneath a purple petticoat 

There peeped a purple shoe; 
As it became a cavalier. 

Of tyrian dye my vest; 
I wound a chain of purple pearls 

And bound them 'round her breast 
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HASCHISH 

I cried, "Bring Helen here," and she of Troy, 
In all her glory, came at my command ; 
Semiramis I summon'd with a wand, 

To stir my pulses with a subtle joy ; 

And that my rapture might have no alloy. 
Her am'rous eyes by Libyan breezes fann'd, 
The serpent of old Nile from lotus land 

* 

Knelt ductile to my touch as any toy ; 
I ravaged ev'ry century and clime 

To taste the thrill the other mad-men knew 
Who hung their hearts before the gaze of Time, 

Deep draining down delirious love's brew ; 
Now am I too, immortal, while I feel 
The poison passion o'er my senses steal. 
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SONG 

Good-morning, Sally Dahlia, * 

Said Miss Mary Marigold, 
It will b€ an early autumn 

So the bees to me have told ; 
The happy Jap chrysanthemu'ms 

Are waving in the wind, 
O thank )rou Sally Dahlia, 

You are very, very kind. 

Good-evening, Mary Marigold, 

Miss Sally Dahlia said, 
I'm weepy, creepy, sleepy, 

I should really be in bed ; 
The Humming-bird is coming 

On the morrow, well I know. 
Good-evening, Mary Marigold, 

Sally Dahlia whispered low. 
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SONG 

A Blue-jay and a cat-bird 

Can never quite agree, 
I think the row, most often 

Is about the family tree; 
Their inlaws get into the muss, 

And raise a merry din, 
Inlaws are often outlaws. 

When they hang around your bin. 

A Humming bird's a bumming bird, 
A slu-mming bird, a strumming bird. 
He goeth like a lightning flash, 
A whirl, a zip, a dive, a dash ; 
The bashful blossoms see him there, 
A swift bronze bubble on the air. 
And every flower's soul is stirred 
With passion for the Humming bird. 
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SONG 

The mocking bird is prince of all 

The happy songster tribe, 
His joy is so ecstatic, 

That he should be a scribe, 
And set his music unto words, 

So we could something know 
Of all his pain and passion, 

Of all his bliss and woe. 

He sings by night, he sings by day. 

Eager, alert, and trim. 
And every note that floats his way 

He weaves into a hymn; 
All the rare random music 

Of the heavy-hanging woods. 
He stores within his soul to pour 

On moonlit solitudes. 
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SONG 

Just slip to me a sunbeam, 

Hand me a dram of dew, 
I'm drunken -with the noonday, 

I need a cooling brew; 
Last night I reeled among the stars. 

Dawn came — I swam the east, 
What royal dish or dessert. 

Shall be postlude to the feast? 

Day darkens to the westward, 

Another eve is nigh, 
ril warm me at the sunset. 

To get my garments dry; 
Then in a holy frenzy, 

That must possess me soon, 
Away ril go, muffled and slow. 

To masses at the moon. 
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SONG 

Such another day 

Have I never seen, 
All the joyous counjtry way 

Laughs in living green; 
Every lusty lark and jay 

Doth his plumage preen, 
Heart of mine, the month is May, 

And the lass is Jean. 

May the m<mth, and Jean the lass, 

Oh, the magic moon I 
In April, Lucia like a fuchsia, 

Who will come in Jun-e? 
Will it be dark Carlotta, 

With her kisses manifold. 
Or the silken siren Irene, 

With her high heap'd hair of gold? 
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HIS COMET 

Unnamed, a vagrant of the niglit and stars, 

He drew his train of fire athwart the sky ; 

The sons of science passed him coldly by, 
The savage saw but pesitilence and wars; 
Beyond the bounds of Jupiter and Mars, 

He sped where love and duty bade him hie; 

Copernicus' nor Galileo's eye 
Dared penetrate the mist-obscuring bars ; 
Then Halley came and plucked his comet down, 

Said, "Go thou now, return on such a day. 
Be thou no more a wanderer unknown, 

Assume thy rightful realm in solar sway;"— 
Deep dreaming in the dust while Halley lies, 
His comet flames his fame along the skies. 
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SONG 

• 

The bride rose sighed all mornittg. 

The lily loved all day, 
The clematis climbed whitely 

Upon her fragrant way; 
A butterfly in white came by 

And poised across the air, 
High oveiliead, 'miagnolias q|pread 

White fragrance everywhere. 

It was a time for penitence, 

The snowy pigeons came. 
Amid (the swect-alyssuin' 

Murmuring MJary's name; 
A child in robe of purity 

Led us in prayer contrite, 
We shrived our souls in sunbeams. 

And sang a song oS white. 
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SONG 

On thy breast kt me rest, 

In thine arms let me lie, 
Day dies in the west 

And the little stars peep ; 
The eve draweth nigh, 

The soft shadows creep, 
To thine arms I would hie, 

On thy breast I would sleep. 

Hold me love, fold me love. 

To thy hungering heart, 
The wan moon above 

On her voyage doth start; 
All the night she doth beam 

In the slumbering sky, — 
In thy arms let me dream. 

On thy breast let me lie. 
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SONG 

A fid-die for the merry men, 

A riddle for the wise. 
Come fling the happy rose leaves 

Up to the laughing skies; 
The theorem ad nauseam. 

Is not for you or me. 
We dance on high with butterfly. 

We frolic with the bee. 

The peonies are prating, 

Hasten, they will not wait ; 
The cardinals are mating — 

'Tis an affair of state ; 
All other facts are minor, 

This is a time for bliss, 
Fedora, what is finer 

Than just a hug and kiss? 
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SONG 

The radiant Morning Glory 

Is a glory of the mom, 
With honey-snckle neighbors 

Blowing trumpets in the corn. 
Some are red, and white, and blue. 
Patriotic through and through, 
O, the gracious Morning Glories 
Are a glory of .the mom. 

The mystic pale Moon-flower 

Is a glory of the night. 
With fire-flies flitting 'round her 

Like meteors of light ; 
The moth is nigh, the bat goes by, 

lo mad tumultuous flig'ht. 
The dreamful! white Moon-flowers 

Arc a glory of the night. 
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SONG 

Out of heaped sorrow 

Pluck the toy of joy, 
From griefs mint heaps borrow, 

Gold without alloy; 
Dredge from deeps of agony . 

Pearls of lucent bliss; 
Catch a note of Philomel 

In a serpent's hiss. 

From the tree of torture, 

Cull -the rose, content; 
Ne'er importune fortune 

For good or evil sent; 
All are one, and one is all, 

Yestermoms or morrows, — 
Pluck the aureate toys of joys, 

From the foolish sorrows. 
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KEATS 

Fair English lad, in thought and dream, a Greek, 
Dead in the blush of thy young summer prime. 
When can o'er-mast'ring and remorseful Time, 

Another send like thee to greatly sp.eak? 

Thou dead! forever from the Darien peak 
Thy fame is wafted in sonorous chime, 
And ev'ry nightingale of ev'ry clime, 

Warbles thy woe from his enamoured beak; 

Thy sweet name 'writ in water?' lo, the years 

Of Hero and Leander, all are thine. 
And ev'ry fond maid-'s breast doth softly swell 

Mute kneeling at thy song-embowered shrine; 
Poet, who hath us meshed in magic spell, 

Thine the fond tribute of our grateful tears. 



/ 
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SONG 

The wind has a mind of his own, 

He's a lover and rover Jree, 
He mutters among the cl<)uds, 

He flutters above the sea; 
He ravages regions rare 

Where savages leap in glee, 
He strips the forests bare 

In autumnal ecstasy. 

The 'Wind is a child of earth, 

Of ocean, air and sky, 
He joys at a young world's birth, 

He moans when the old ones die; 
He can woo a nodding rose to rest. 

Or trample an empire down, 
He's sceptered king of everything, 

And the high stars are. his crown. 
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HEARTH SONG 

There's a jingle in the ingle, 

There are forests in the flame, 
I see a spark — I hear a lark. 

Warm music without name ; 
Higher, higher, leaps the fire, 

Hickory, oak or pine, 
The songs they heard from every bird, 

This winter night are mine. 

Pile the huge logs lovingly, 

Upon the golden blaze. 
Higher, higher, friendly fire, 

In praise of happy days ; 
The sitorm, the calm, the sun, the wind. 

Gleam glad in every spark, — 
O soul, my soul, the living light, 

Doth luiik in living dark. 
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A SONG FOR YOU 

There's a song for you, and a song for me, 

There's a song for everyone; 
A song of love or a song of glee, 

Or a song of duty done ; 
A song by day, and a song by night, 
A song of joy, a song of right ; 
Let your merry soul 'with music throng. 
Oh, hath your heart its share of song? 

The rivers voice a vasty theme. 

Majestic to the sea ; 
The sentient stars of evening beam 

With mystic melody ; 
The firmament is glad with mirth. 
Oh, happy, happy, happy earth! 
Let mu-sic heal the hurt of wrong. 
Sing till we have our share of song. 
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SONG 

The world is but a bubble, 

The stars are little things, 
The sea has had a drop too much, 

I do not care for kings; 
Perhaps I do not know them, 

That may be the reason why; 
A little cup turned inside up— • 

The thing we call the sky. 

The mountain is a molehill, 

The molehill is a mount. 

And hill and mount are of account, 
Unto me willy nil; 
This little world of little men 

Is full of little things. 
So I rejoice, with feeble voice, 

And sing my little sings. 
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SONG 

There's a sturdy little fellow, 
Who doth clamber to my knee, 

He can prattle, he can yell, O, 
And he thinks a lot of me : 

He likes to hear the story 
Of, "Once upon a time," 

And he keeps me ever gory 

With some tragic pantomime. 

There's a merry little maiden, 

Who is sister to the chap. 
With dolls her arms are laden, 

And she loves them in her lap; 
He is sure to be a pirate, 

A.nd sail some Spanish main. 
Little sister is a mother, 

And a mother she'll remain. 
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SONNET 

Bereft am I, Urania never-more 
Doth come as was her wont to comfort me; 
I am undone, sold into slavery, 
No more is mine joy's crown ere^while I wore; 
Above the curling clouds my song did soar 
Undauntedly, in Bacchanalian glee * 

Brushing her wings in ceaseless ecstasy 
Against the patines of the heav'nly floor; 
Now all the fountains of the deeps are dry, 
Earth, sea and air are cold and desolate, 
Urania, Goddess, Queen, wert thou but nigh 
My fearless heart might face the frowns of farte; 
O spirit of the Muse, once, once again. 
Steep me soul deep in wild, undying strain. 
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SONG 

No love have I save Urania, 

No child 'but the lyric sea, 
No hearth and home but the roof-tree dome, 

That shelters the nomads free; 
Aroam o'er turban'd desert, 

Or mountain peaks that lie 
Their bosoms bare in the upper air 

Aglow with sun and sky. 

My heart is a delta basin, 

Fed by a thousand springs, 
Where happy herds of lute-voiced birds 

Forever preen their wings; 
No woman, save Urania, 

No babes but the waifs of rhyme 
Who clamber aboutj^ with rout and shout, 

Till I kiss their lips of thyme. 
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CLINKING THE CANAKIN 

The rh3rmes are read, close up the tomes, 

And lay the verses by, 
I drank the sparkling lyrics down. 

And drained the vellums dry; 
My soul is saturated, 

Drunken, sunken, through and through, 
I reel with rare old Omar, 

Lovelace, Herrick, Suckling, too. 

A health to Robert Browning, 

To Tennyson, a score, 

And Shelley, Keats, compound of sweets, 

* 

Shall have a dozen more; 
Here's looking at you, Byron, 

And some others of the crew, 
The wine divine, was thine, 'tis mine,-r- 

Fill up, — 'Tis royal brew. 
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SONG 

Lift up thy voice, and sing, 

Man of love born, 
Thou art the king 

Of pity and scorn; 
Stars their obeisance make 

Seas share thy unrest, 
Hosts of vast passions, 

Rage in thy breast. 

Lift up thy voice, and sing, 

Infinite man ; 
Thou art offspring 

Of portentous plan ; 
Wrapt all in mystery, 

Breathless, sublime. 
Glory confronts thee. 

Heir of all time. 
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TO R- B. 

Robert Browning, Robert Browning, 

You're a poet through and through, 

Ecstatic and dramatic, 

And quite coherent, too; 

Pippa passes with the Duchess, 

Abt Vogler comes with Saul, 

The Piper leads the children, 

O we love them one and all; 

List now to brave Gallupi 

Dreaming o'er his clavichord; 

The good Rabbi Ben Esra speaks 

Rare wisdom in a word ; 

Robert Browning, Robert Browning, 

Dreamer with a tragic wand. 

The mass of men are dunces, 

For they never understand; 

Magic master of vast music. 

Prince of sinuous plot or plan. 

Great-hearted, strong and broad of brow, 

And all the time a man. 



34 



SONG 

I know not why I wept so, 

My wo€ I could not still, 
The little breezes crept so 

Softly o'er the hill; 
The streamlet sang so cheerly 

It bore my grief away, 
I loved them all so dearly, 

I loved them all the day. 

I know not why I sarig so. 

My joy I could not stay. 
The woods that heard me, rang so 

The very earth was gay, 
And every little devil 

That prying came about, 
Joined in the happy revel. 

And changed into a shout. 



35 



ROMEO'S SONG 

Juliet, Juliet, dawn is nigfh, 

And I must away, 
Banish'd, bruised, broken. 

Doomed to Mantua; 
Child and bride and wife, adieu, 

Fickle and forlorn 
Love the tjrrant slayeth me, 

Mocketh me in scorn. 

Juliet, Juliet, fare thee well. 

Though our hearts are brave, 
Thru' the pale mist, sorrow kiss'd, 

The chamel house, the grave ; 
Juliet, Juliet, once again, — 

Once, — and then away, — 
Bruised, broken, banish'd, 

I go to Mantua. 
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JULIET'S SONG 

Kiss me, clasp me, bold me fast, 

Fold me from alarm, 
The sweetest kisses are the last^ 

Fond, and fierce and warm; 
Once, then once again, my king, 

Keep me to thy breast, 
I, so poor, so slight a thing, 

Thus to 'be so blest. 

Soul, and heart, and bosom flush'd. 

Once, and then again; 
The tender night wind^ holy, hush'd. 

Moans across the glen; 
Quick ! the corded stair, — and now. 

Love, my love away, 
Dawn must see thee safely^ 

Bound for Mantua. 
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ORLANDO'S SONG 

O Rosalind, rare Rosalind, 

Tis Ardcn where thou art, 
Each tree and leaf .bespeak the grief 

And hunger of my heart ; 
The envious court is left behind. 

And love is monarch here, 
The sun, the shade, and everglade, 

Rejoice that thou art near. 

O Rosalind, sweet Rosalind, 

My vapid life was vain. 
Thou earnest by to dye the sky 

With passion and with pain ; 
Away with curtle-axe and spear. 

Doff thy assumed part. 
In maiden guise assault mine eyes. 

And captive keep mine heart. 



38 



ROSALIND'S SONG 

Orlando, my Orlando, 

My name doth mar each tree, 
Am I, O love, in sooth, am I, 

The'imexpressive She; 
Dear heart, dear heart, 'tis Arden 

And in vast content I dwell. 
Thy smile my highest heaven. 

Thy frown, my deepest hell. 

Orlando, my Orlando, 

My soul was overthrown, 
I gave the chain to voice the pain 

And passion I have known; 
The morrow love, shall bring us twain. 
Where Hymen waits with all his train. 
Deep in love's forest glade to be. 
Forever love, with love, and th«e. 
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FERDINAND'S SONG 

Tell me sweet, thy name, that I 

May set it in my prayer, 
Love, like a bolt from out the sky. 

Hath ta'en me unaware; 
A prince atn I in mine own cKme, 

An-d thou my tjueen shalt be,'— 
O balmy airs of this rare isle. 

That waft such ecstasy. 

Out of the wrack of storm and sea, 

I plucked this virgin pearl. 
The tempest winds are howling* free, 

The fretted billows curl; 
Once more, PfX)spero, wave thy wand 

And dash the dark apart. 
Come my Miranda, nestle in 

The haribor of my heart. 
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MIRANDA'S SONG 

By Prospero's magic wand. 
The tempest came, aiKi Ferdinaod ; 
Ferdinand, who lights the isle 
With the wonder of his smile ; 
Ferdinand, whose holy vow, 
Sets my bosom sin^ng now ; 
All the ocean and the land, 
Cry to me of Ferdinand. 

Till thou camest, I was lone, 
Love, to me, a zone unknown, 
Cast adrift amid the seas 
Of the still vex'd Bermoothecs ; 
A father, worthiest of men, 
The monster Caliban, and then, — 
All sunlight burst upon the strand, 
The morning came, and Ferdinand. 
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OTHELLO'S SONG 

O, I have slain my love, 
A gull, a dolt, am I, 
Look vile lago, where 
My wife doth martyr'd lie ; 
O, I have slain my love, 
A deed unhallow'd done. 
Mad and unholy craft, 
My soul hath overthrown. 

O, I have slain my love, 
The sweetest innocent 
That ever look'd above 
To the brave firmament ; 
Woe now doth weigh me down 
With weary overplus; — 
'Twas in Aleppo, once I smote 
A damned traitor — ^thus ! 
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DESDAMONA'S SONG 

I loved thee, cruel Moor, 

So com€ my soul to bliss, 
Weak, innocent and poor, 

I die upon thy kiss; 
Steadfast and ever true, 

A child to chiding I ; — 
My noble lord, adieu, 

A guiltless death I die. 

What should I know of sin. 

Who sa<:red kept my vow. 
Treason hath crept within- 

To cloud Othello's 'brow ; 
I drink the bitter brew. 

It passeth, night is nigh; — 
My noble lord, adieu, — 

A guiltless death I die. 
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CARDENIO 

(A Lost Play of Sbakespeare) 
A city sack'd, a nation or a race 
Engulf'd, o'er-whelmM by vast calamity 
Were dire indeed, but can eternity 
This message from its master mind replace ? 
What was the theme? Of warfare brave or base? 
What other Juliet with love-lighted eye 
And passion pent in every breathed sigh ? 
What hero bold, with God-illumined face? 
Wrapped in the mummy cloth of mystery, 
Lost, gone, evanished in the dusk of years. 
And luckless fate has cast away the key 
That oped perchance the fountain of all tears ; 
A magic glass wherein all love, all woe, 
All life, all death might lurk, — Cardenio ! 
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THE CHALLENGE 

Here are gay skies and butterflies/ 
Mab, Oberon, and all the criew. 

And courts and kings, and other things, 
And lofty deeds for one to do. 

But o'er it all a hazy pall 
Of vague monotony pervades, 

I would ten valiant devils now 
Dare front me with their hissing blades! 
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WE CIIAWL, WE CRINGE 

We crawl, we cringe. Come, let us leap, 
O soul, intrepid be thy sweep. 
Perch'd on the lone crag of the day, 
The eagle sun holds sov'ran sway. 

We yield, we cede. Come, let us fight, 
With one world-girdling slogan — right! 
Look, where o'er star-still lakes of night. 
The swan moon dreams in peaceful flight. 
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SONG 

I 
O New Year be a true year, 

And I'll be true to thee, 
The highest goal shall urge my soul. 

In vast sincerity. 

O New Year be a true year, 

And ril be true to thee, 
Each word and thought with hope be fraught 

And truth and loyalty. 

Ill 

« 

O New Year and O true year 

I bring my heart to thee, 
Up the wide ways of all the days 

Grant peace and love to me. 



« 
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ON THE WAY TO WILLOWDALE 

On the way to Willow-dale, 
There are visions in the vale; 
Hope, with shining tyts uplighted, 
Passion, tense, and pent and pale; 
All the ghosts of other days. 
All the fairies and the fays 
Prank within the woodland ways, 
And the cardinal and quail 
Whir and whistle o'er the rail 
Past the farmer with his flail, — 
On the way to Willow-dale. 

On the way to Willow-dale 
There are voices in the vale; 
"Still pursue, thou can'st not fail, 
Hell and death can ne'er prevail ;" 
If thy heart and soul persist 
All the shadow and the mist 
Will arise from the skies in thine eyes. 
And the dreams of the streams of thy tears 
Will -come true, and the phantoms of fears 
Will flee far away in the gjay of the day; 
On a full tide of fruitage thy galleons sail 
To a harbor untouched by or tempest or gale,- 
On the way to Willow-dale. 
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